The 'BiUorie of 

Prince, Come huher f ramie* 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,Fj*<<w«? 

. Francis Foriooth fine yeares,aud as nu.ch as to 
Pomes, Francis, 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince, Fme yearns. bprlady along leafe forthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis, darell thou be fo valiant) as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihcwita faire patreof 
hceles, and runne from it? 

O Lord fir, JkbefwornevponaUthcbookesin 
could find in my heart. 

Poinetr'Francu. J^rancis* Anone fir. 

prince* How old art thou 

Francis* Let me fee, about Adtehaebnas next 1 (liall be 
Poines, Francis, 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you flay alittlc.my Lord. 

Frince, Nay but harke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft mc.t’was but a penny worth, waft ivot ? 

Francis. O Lord, I would it had be^ne two. 

Prince* Lwillgioetheeforitathoufand pound, askemee 
when titou wilt, and thou ftialthaue it. 

PoineS'. Francis* Francis*fiXiOXi,'3inone, 

Frince* Anon Francisl^o Francis but to morrow Francis, 
at Francis, on thurfeday ; or indeed f r4w», when thou wdt s 
Francis* 

Francis* My Lord. 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leathcrnelerkin.Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated,Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddioe gartet, 
Smooth tonguc,Spanifh pouch,' 

Francu. OLordfir, whodoyoumeane.' 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelit 
drinke .* for looke you Francis,yont White canualTe doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary cannot come to lo much. 

Francis. What fir; Foines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you roguc,doft thou not hcare them call? 

C lieere they bah caUhtm, the Drawer JlaueUattta^d, net 
' ' ' .1 pntcr'UMtner, 

pint* 




Henry the ^urth. 

Vint. What.ftandft thou ftill, and beared fuch a calling? 

1 oketo the Gheftes within. My Lcrd.oldfirMwwithhaUe 
more.are at the dore,fliall I let them in ? 

prw. Let them alone awhile.Si then open the dore;P«»<rx. 

Pomes. A none, anone fir. Enter Poines. 

Frin. Sari, Fo/Jiaffe and the reft of the Theeues,arc at the 

doore,ihallwebcmerry? , . . . , , , 

L puin. As merry as Crickets, my lad : but harke yee, wliat 
i- cunning match haue you made with this.ieft of the Draw er j 

r tome, what s the ifluc? . r ri 

Prw. J am now of al humors, that haue fliewed themlclues 
humors, fmee the old daies of good man ^<fn»;,tothcpupill 
age of this prefent Twclueacloke at midnight, What’s a 
clocks Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prin. Thateuerthis fellow fhould haue fewerwords then 
a Parret,& yet the fon of a WomaiuHis indu dry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires, his eloquence the parccll of a reckoning.! 
am not y et of Perce fs mind, the Het^mr of the North, he th« 
kilsroefome d ory.dozen oi Scots ata breakfaftjwafhes hfs 
hands, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, iwant 
! worke.O my fwcet Harry fayes Ihel how many haft thou kild 
to day?Giue my Roaij horfeadrench(fayes he)and aofwersi 
fomc fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle . I prcthec cal in 
FAjiaffet lie play ferfy, and that damnde^Mwwfliall play 
Dame Mortimer his wifc.iZi««,raies the drunkaid’.call in ribs, 

; caUinTftllow. 

1 Enter Falfiaffe* 

Pokes* Wclcom&7<*c%, where haft thou beener 
^ Falf, A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vcngcancetoo, 
marry &Amcn.* giuemcacupoffackboy. E’rellcad this 
life long. He fbw neather flocks, & mend them ,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; G(uemeacupoffaekc,rogue,is 
there no vertue extant? 

- Prm. Di tftthouneuer’feeT'/r^wkilTeadifhofbutterjpitti- 
full hearted that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 

I *hdtididft,th?n behold that compound. 

1 ^ i ' f, 






